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Except when down with malaria, he kept rigidly to his
routine of composing a thousand words every morning.
Charmian, equally faithful to her duties, typed his manu-
scripts and took dictation for the replies to his voluminous
correspondence. His one novel to come out of the South
Seas, Adventure, which took him many months of pains-
taking labour, was laid on a copra plantation he had visited
on the Solomon Islands. When the critics complained about
his "screaming savagery," Jack defended himself on the
ground that he had portrayed only what he had seen with
his own eyes. Veracity of reporting, however, does not make
convincing literature; Adventure is adequate escapist enter-
tainment, but no better than could have been done by a dozen
of his contemporaries. It was serialised by Popular Magazine,
whose readers had a low literary quotient, and when
published in book form died a quick death.

His articles about the voyage, later collected in JTze Cruise
of the Snark, are colourful and dashing journalism, told in the
warm, infectious, friendly style of narrative which so
precisely reflects his character; but he would have been the
last to imagine they had any solid literary value. On board
the Snark, and in the years to come, he was to write thirty
short stories laid in the South Seas; while some of them,
such as "The House of Mapuhi," "The Heathen," "Koolau,"
"The Leper," " Chun ah Chun," "Yah! Yah! Yah!" are good
yarns, the reader sits apart in wonderment, as though
watching some aboriginal sideshow. The stories of the
" inevitable white man" who tames the blacks and farms the
world are exciting and exotic, but they have little of the
universal in them. The reader is rarely able to identify
himself with the main character, to live and fight and die
with him, as he does with Jack's Alaskan heroes, with his
native American protagonists. His South Seas adventures
could be important to no one but himself. His socialist
comrades had criticised him for going away when there was
so much work to be done at home. They were right in a
profounder sense: Jack's simplest writings about his own
people and customs and conflicts create literature, stay with